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The First

- Young

T was just three wecks after I had been
separated from the city payroll by

way of an adverse election that I got
my first case. Since it is unethical to
solleft business, I had to wait until it
sollclted me, and It did so on Park row In
the person of a former peighbor whom I
bad not seen In years.

“Hello, there!"™ he hailed. *“What are you |
doing for a living now

*“0h,™ I replied easily, “I'm still practleing |
law.™

That word still was meant to Imply a
long experlence as a barrister, solicitor,
counselor, proctor and advocate; a thor-
ough conversancy with the law and all
its works. I hal expected him to remind
me that there were 25,000 lawyers in New
York city. But no. He said simply:

“I've got & case for you."

He recommended me to a friénd of his
whose wife knew a woman who was a
friend of another woman, the last men-
tioned being the person in distress whose
‘pmh‘lm needed a legal solvent.

A dozen or so telephone calls and one
personal visit finally resylted In my getting
in touch with my prospective client, a Mrs,
Viela Betta

It happened that Mrs. Betts bad gone
to Europe a few months before to visit
her father. Her husband bad seen her off
with the deep affection that up to the
moment had marked thelr married life
But when she got back, a few days ago, sha
found strangers lving In the apartment
that was her home, and they exhibited a
bill of eale to all the furniture signed in the
unmistakable hand of her astounding
husband. \

“And here I am,” she sald, tearfully,
“with only five dollars to my name!"

That mention of only five dollars some-
what dulled my enthusiasm, but heverthe-
less I located the husband and Informed him
that unless he made some financial pro-
vislon for the wife “such legal steps would
be taken as the clreumstances warranted.”

That was as far as I dared go toward a
threat, as it is unethical to threaten, par-
ticularly with a suit. I sent the letten
special delivery and registered, “return
card req " to his last known place
of business. Two days later the return card
came back, as I suspected it would, for
I had refrained from using an envel-
ope from my legal statlonery, and had
uddressed the envelope by hand, to give it
a personal and disarming touch. And a
few hours after the eard arrived In my
office Friend Husband telephoned me.

“T was out of town,” he said. *T didn't
expect my wife back so soon. Things are
a little bit mixed up for me. Tell her Tl
cee¢ her in a few days. I'l mail her $40
right now, and as much every week until
things are settled” And he did.

Asiide from the shock of shattered matri-
mony, Mrs. Betts was much aggrieved
over the loss of some family heirlooms,
preclous rather In sentiment than in In-
trinsic value. She wanted to know whether
her husband had any right to sell them,
for they had been outright gifts to her
from others, and several pieces had been
hers before thelr marriage.

I got a writ In the Munleipal Court,
which commanded "“any Marshal of the
city of New York" to seize the enumerated
articles—the ones my client claimed were
hers, and which comgosed only a small
part of all those listed on the bill of sale—
und retain them In his safekeeping untll |
there wns 2 judgment n the case.

To protect the defendant—the man to
whom my client's husband had attempted
o =ell the articles—we had to pup up bonds
deuble the amount we estimated the prop-
erty to be worth, so that If we lost the
defendant wouldn't be out of pocket. Also
we had to hire a moving van, This was
stationed half way down the block, the
driver awaiting a signal from the Marshal
when to draw up to the door to cart the
stulf away. For his services the driver
demanded—and recetved—§20, part of the
aforementioned $40, all the rest, residue
and remainder, as the legal phrase has ft,
going to the City Marshal,

My client, the Marshal and I went to the
apartment. He knocked at the door, and
when a woman half opened it shoved his
foot between the famb and the door with

professional akill. We piled Inslde and con. |

fronted the woman in the dining room.

| reunited couple

Trials of a
Lawyer

Her name was Mrs, Agar. Under her
maiden name, I have since been informed,
she established something of a reputation
for herself. Her tltle to fame, I believe,
was earned first by a skillful wleldling of
the tennis racquet, Also, it seems, at
swimming she was not much worse than
Helen Wainwright, Alleen Riggin or
Ethelda Bleibtrey. My object is not to
Insinuate, however, that she could have
expelled all three of us by brute force.

“We came here, ma'am, to take away
some ©Of your furniture™ explained the
Marshal. “It’s all right, There ain't nothin’
to worry about, because this order [ex-
hibiting it] was signed by the Judge, and
if the lady here doesn't win the case you
get the stuff back and she pays the ex-
penses,”

But Mrs. Agar dashed for the parlor win-
dow. She glanced up and down the street
burriedly, then screamed:

*Police! Policel”

The Marshal heard the pollceman's quick
but heavy steps on the staircase and went
irto the hallway to meet him. They had
met before, many’s the time, under circum-
stances precisely like these. They entered
the apartment together, The policeman
listened to Mrs. Agar's brief wall, then saia
that the Judge's signalure to the order was
gen-u-wine (though I suspect he had not
taken the trouble even to look at it) and
that Mrs. Agar must allow the articles to
be taken away as the court ordered.

A Woman Drivu_ Home Her Protest.

The packing was done by the Marshal.
He was quite methodical and unsenti-
mental about it, while my client addressed
Mrs, Agar in terms of deep compassion,
deploring her own husband's wild streak
that had led to such a trying situation
for both women. I myself was half tempted
to chime in with words of sympathy, for
certainly Mrs. Agar was innocent enough
of any wrongdoing, yet was being har-
assed, though necessarily so. But the two
women kept up a buzz of condolences with
excluding effect, Mrs. Agar pitying any
woman whose husband sold her out and
left her penniless and on the mercy of
the world,

Then—then came the checking up proc-
esy, and we discovered that two orna-
ments, heirlopoms among heirlooms in my
client’s estimation. had mot been taken.
But on the mantelpiece some Irrezular ob-
jects were covered with threeply cheese-
cloth, which, as I recall It, had not been
curtalning off any specimens of Interior
art when we entered. I whispered to the
Marshal, who walked leisurely to the
mantelpiece. Mrs. Agar must have had an
especial liking for these heirlooms—yes, an
affection that vied with my client's. As
soon as the Marshal lifted the veil she
began to denounce me In merciless and, I
thought, undeserved superlatives.

“Y-you—you shyster lawyer!"” she finally
cried.

Suddenly that right arms of hers, so
splendidly exercised at tennis and rounded
out by the trudgeon and the breast stroke,
flashed straight out and caught me in the
stomach. Ehe knocked the wind completely
out of me so that I fell to my Kknees,
gasping for breath, but, for a while, in
valn. After some writhing, and despite
first ald that my client felt compelled to

administer, T was able to stand up after | coast than any placs T have ever seen

more than the ten technical seconds had
elapased, . But we finally got all
those ornaments out,

At the trial we lost. T appenled and a new
trial was ordered, Before the data of the
second trial my ellent and her husband,
largely through my efforts, became recon-
olled, the replevin case was dropped and the
lived happlly ever aftgr-
ward.

How much of a fea dld I get? Ah, speak
not of phantom topics, tempt me not to set
forth what the reality lacks!

Giving the Jury an Inside Tip.

At the suggestion of one of the best minds
among the lawyers I knew—and he, too, only
had desk room—I had my name plaeced on
the Het of lawyers complled by judges In
the criminal court, so that Iindigent de-
fendants might have counsel assigned to
them, My first assignment was In the case
of the People against one William Wagger,

indicted as a second offender, charged with

robbary, grand larceny and assauit. He had
served A term In Elmira on a plea of gullty
of petty larceny. '

“I @idn't do nothin',” Bill assured me. “The
cops say 1 wuz lookout man, but that's a lie.
I'll leave it to any jury.”

After we had discussed the case he sald:

“I wouldn't take any plea. I don't care if
they'd take even petty larceny. If I'm gonng
get punished I dom't wanpa go to Elmira,
where you has to drill all day lke a buck
private, I'd take Sing Sing Instead.”

Frison sentsnce of double severity may be
inflicted on second offenders and If convieted
on all three counts he could get forty vears

He insisted on going to trial and I went to
eee hls parents, who had left him to his own
salvation, for he bad been a source of trouble
and expense to them and they were poor.
But I induced them to send down a White
shirt, pressed trousers, shined shoes and &
Stiff collar and neat tie, lest he be convicted
on his appearance alone,

It so happemed at the trial that one of
those big scencs, something on the order of
those that grace the third act of the dramas,
developed. Bill was being cross-examincd by
the prosecutor,

“On the night of March 24th last” asked
the prosecutor, “wepe you at Third avenue
and Eighteenth street, about 9 o'clock?™

“No, sir. Not that 1 know of."

“Don't you know that & man was shot
dead at that time and place?*

“I heard somethin' about & magiein' kilt
there, but I didn't see it."

“As a matter of fact, didn't you kill that
man?*

“Nol!” The anawer was half shouted as the
witness, gripping the arms of the obair,
leaned forward, looking first at the prose-
outor, then at the fudge, then at the jury.
Bill curled his lip as he leaned back.

The prosecutor lowered his accusing finger,
There was & brief sllence. The judge relaxed
in his chalr., The jurors looked bewildered.

The murder question was brand new to me.
T was almost swept off my feet by the sudden
turn of the case, What answers my client
had given meant nothing, I realized; the
minds of the jury had been poisoned with the
notion that he had killed a man. - For all 1

knew then the Intimation si}un by the pros-

“Y—you—you
shyster lawyer!”
. she finally cried.

ecutor's questions ‘might be true. At the
close of this lme of questioning I entered
objections but they were overruled, 1 learned
later that the prosecutor had a right to ask
the murder question because a defendant in
a criminal case who takes the stand in his
own behalf may be asked any questions cons
ecerning any criminal or viclous acts of his
life. Also I learned later from the judge him-
self that the police suspiclon on which the
prosecutor's murder guestion was based was
entirely unfounded. ‘This ecame out a few
weeks after the trial, when the real murderer
was arrested,

Zome of the jurors were excused for a few
moments prior to the summing up. Mean-
while the prosecutor and his clerk were sits
ting at the end of the oak counsel table unear
est the judge's bench. 1 was sitting in the
middle, the defendant, a much worried youth,
at the far end.

The prosecutor, a member of my political
club, with whom I had more than a slight
acquaintance, began whispering to his cierk,
cuppisg his hand as if to prevent me from
hearing. But I caught every word.

“What date @id I say it was that Shaw
was shot dead?' hg asked.

“You sald Shaw was killed March 24th,"”
answered the clerk.

“Why didn't you correct me? That's what
you're here for. Shaw was killed March 14th.*

The twelve jurors were back in thelr seats,
1 got my cue from the judge to begin my
closing address, I fairly cried:

“It ever there was an attempt to bolster
up a weak case with fiction, falsehood and
injustice and to cover up the fallure of the
police to capture the real mvavderer and the
real culprit in this store robbery, it was In
the treacherous innuendo that this defendant
murdered Shaw !

Of course the progecution has the last word
with the jury. That hurts often. The As-
sistant District Attorney wound up his
cloalng address with this injunetion :

“And remember, gentlemen of the jury,
that nobody mentioned the name of the slain
man in court—except counsel for the de-
fens=e."

Bill got six, not forty yeare.
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To Please

Continwed from Page Four.

ago, but there are more bables to the
square family on the Canadian codfish

whera polygamy was not in vogue. Al
over the world there are food schedules
just as scant as thls, and people thriving
on them age after age. The chemistry of
them would he a revelation. How does
the Turkoman of the Asiatle steppes keep
on belng the daredevil husky that he is, |
with no grub to speak of save rice stewed
up in sheep tail fat? What s the magic
in bread and an onien and a plece of |
chease that makes the Ttalian contract
laborer the very best rock man in the!
world? One reason s doubtless that|
through age-long experimentation the d.let|
has been fitted to the climate and the
work, just as it has been fitted to the
pockethook.

As for the culture—when a race geots
rich it starts after culture, and then nolg:
the result. The Roman soldier—it Is an
cld saying—thrashed the world as long as
be lived on beans. When le tock (o salmi |
of duck and nightingales' tongues the
rest of the world thragshed him, The

the Palate

palate—when wedded to the pocketbook—
hag created a gastronomic art, but it has
brought cirrhosis and diabetes and a
thousand other ills inte the world, It
has put racesz on the toboggan, scrupped
thrones and changed the map of the globe.
But we have only one life to live, and
anybody who can't train on goose lver
pate can stick to graham crackers and
milk.

You may regret not belng able to run
the hundred In nine and a half after
vou're fifty, but then, think of the reed
birds done in Marsala and the Spanish
melons drenched with fced Astl, and the
spiced hares in aspic, the dainty sandabs
and the terrapin, and the long hung venis
son, fragrant with Madeira and all the
=pices of Ceylon.

One thing is sure, the Digger Indian
has no gastronomic memoriss to cheep
iz death bed. Absinthe in a salad dress-
ing will, by some process of solution
wrought by vinegar and oil, give you ia
clarity the five delectable fresh herb
flavors of the Ideal salad—even in mid-
winter. But this is a morsel of knowledge
which Is not buried with our Indian, be-
cause—simple soul—he never had it,



